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teaching with an understanding of their 
culture, we sought to stress importance 
of Belize's natural resources and create 
an awareness of the current demise of 
many local ecosystems. It was an 
excellent learning experience for all of us. 
Throughout the semester, we 
traveled to various Mayan archaeological 
sites, ranging from small temples to the 
mysterious and impressive city ofTikal, 
Guatemala. We studied the history of 
ancient Maya not only in the classroom, 
but by visiting sites and talking with 
leading Meso-American archaeologists. 
In the ancient city of Caracol, we 
witnessed the uncovering of a new found 
burial. I stood in wonder and fascination 
as I watched the young archaeologist 
brush dust from the bones of a fetal bound 
human body. The experience was 
overwhelming as I realized these ancient 
people actually existed. They lived and 
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breathed like any of us. Fascination and 
mystery surrounded each site we visited. 
It was as ifthe ghosts of the Maya empire 
were still standing atop of their 
magnificent temples. 
Off the coast ofDangriga, the white 
island sands, the palm trees and the aqua 
blue waters provided (by far) the best 
classroom I have ever experienced. It was 
the perfect place to end our Belize an 
adventure. On this small island, we were 
able to seclude ourselves and reflect upon 
the trip and its meaning to each of us. 
Although I was away from home for only 
three months, I will never again think of 
Iowa in the same way. I am now in tune 
not only with the culture of another 
country, but I recognize the culture in 
each new place I visit. Yes, even Iowa 
has culture. This new found appreciation 
compels me to continue my travels 
abroad, but Iowa will always be home. 
Megen J. Dvorak 
3-7-95 
SUMMERCAMP 1954 
A 40 YEAR REUNION 
By Bill Warner, '57 
Ever wondered what became of all 
those "wanabe" foresters who suffered 
through two months of summer camp 
with you 30, 40, or 50 years ago? 
The Summercamper's of '54 found out 
and in the process, learned that we still 
have something very strong in common -
a very memorable Forestry Summer 
Camp experience. 
JI.mes ::forester 
Summercamp 1954 was held in a high 
mountain meadow in the Snowy 
Mountain Range, west of Laramie, WY 
in the Medicine Bow National Forest, 25 
miles SE of Saratoga. 29 students, a staff 
of five and two cooks spent that summer 
camped out in tents - the last Iowa State 
Forestry Summer Camp to spend the 
entire summer under canvas. 
Last August, 14 participants of that 
Summer Camp, along with spouses and 
friends, got together in Saratoga for a 40-
year reunion. And what a reunion it was! 
On a scale of 1 to 10, it ranked about 15! 
Everyone had a great time renewing old 
acquaintances, re-visiting our old 
campsite, recalling and retelling tales 
and legends of summer camps past. 
Those who came: 
Dr. Dwight Bensend - Hale, MO 
Duane Breon - Kiron, IA 
Jim Bulman - Cambridge, IA 
Jim Haygreen - Manning, SC 
Jack Koning - Madison, WI 
Leon Kridelbaugh - Rolla, MO 
Paul Mumm - Ames, IA 
Don Omodt - San Mateo, 
CA 
Fred Omundson - Charlotte, NC 
Jack Peyton - Phoenix, AZ, 
Don Schramm - Roswell, GA 
Mary K. Schwarte-Sirosis- Ithaca, NY 
Norm Temple -Apple Valley, 
Bill Warner 
MN 
- Lake Oswego, 
OR 
The reunion "officially" began the 
evening of August 10, but it really started 
the morning of August 9 when Leon 
Kridelbaugh and I met there a day early 
to see if we could re-locate our old 
campsite in advance of our hoped-for 
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August 11 reunion picnic. Also, Leon was 
sure he could find his old fishing pole that 
he left leaning against a spruce tree 
behind his tent 40 years ago. 
Doc Bensend with his re-located spring 
in the background 
Guess who was already there? 83 
year old retired Dr. Bensend! He got 
there August 8! Not that he was excited 
about the reunion, but in order to attend 
he flew his granddaughter up from Texas 
to drive him and his wife from Missouri 
out to Wyoming, plus he bought a new 
Buickjust for ,the trip, and he arrived two 
days early! Said he wanted to do a little 
research with the local Forest Service 
personnel on relocating the old campsite. 
He didn't meet with much luck, though, 
and by the time Leon and I got there he 
was disgusted with them for not 
recognizing the meadow that had a 
spring in it, that he described to them. 
The one he had personally located and 
selected for our campsite 41 years ago 
(originally for the 1953 Summer Camp). 
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Leon and I decided we would have a 
go at locating it. We asked Dr. Bensend 
ifhe would like to go with us, and before 
we knew it, he had his boots on, trusty 
walking stick in hand and was in our 
vehicle ready to go. He was determined. 
After expending some considerable effort 
just to get to Wyoming, he was not going 
to be denied re-visiting "his" Summer 
Camp site. 
And, by golly, he wasn't! We found it. 
Old Mullison 
Park, site of 
Summer Camp 
1954 (and 1953); 
but we had to walk 
about a mile to get 
into it, there not 
being any trace 
left of the old camp 
road. And we no 
more got in there 
when it started to 
rain, so we had to 
hustle out. 
Dwight was 
disappointed not to be able to walk in 
with us, but he didn't get wet, either. In 
the process, though, we discovered a new 
road that would allow us to drive up close 
to the "backside" of the meadow from 
where we could walk a short distance 
through a stand of Lodgepole Pine right 
into "our" meadow. That meant, weather 
permitting, we could hold our reunion 
picnic there as planned. 
That evening, several more '54 
Summer Campers showed up, and over 
dinner and after an evening of Dr. 
Bensend's hilarious stories of Summer 
Camps past (he was the star attraction 
of the reunion), we decided to check out 
the meadow again in the morning to 
make sure everyone could get in there for 
a picnic the following day. 
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The next morning six of us re-visited 
the old campsite in beautiful sunny 
weather, and we were overwhelmed! The 
meadow was essentially unchanged, 
remaining just as it was 40 years ago! 
Hard to believe. Beautiful, serene, quiet, 
and peaceful, with Doc's spring still there, 
feeding fingers of water running lazily 
through the meadow. 
That evening after the balance of our 
group arrived, we officially started our 
reunion with a BBQ dinner. Our get 
together before, 
during, and after 
dinner was an 
event to 
remember. A lot 
of memorabilia, 
photos, one 
surviving 
Biltmore Stick, 
etc., were on 
display and copies 
of a Book of 
Memories (put 
together by Lee 
Andreas) were 
distributed, containing letters from 22 
former campmates and staff (tracked 
down by Jim Bulman). Many stories 
(legends?) were told. Overhead 
frequently was "do you remember ... ". 
Dinner was great. The food was good. 
Steaks were 3" thick. Table decorations 
provided by Mary Kay were neat (pine, 
fir, and spruce boughs with cones; and 
wild flowers that she had gathered that 
morning from the old campsite meadow, 
nicely arranged in tall beer bottles we had 
emptied the night before). After dinner 
we reminisced over a presentation of color 
slides taken during camp in 1954 by 
Mary Kay and Don Larson. 
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Highlight of the reunion was our 
picnic in the old campsite meadow on 
August 11. The weather was absolutely 
perfect. All 30 in attendance walked into 
the meadow. Dr. Bensend re-located his 
spring. Haygreen, Schramm, Omodt, 
Peyton, and Breon found our old latrine 
site (now classified as a potential 
archeological dig). Temple pointed out 
where the old camp road was. But 
Kridelbaugh's fishing pole is still out 
there someplace. It couldn't be found. 
Many declarations were made as to 
where individual tent sites had been. 
Many were "positively" identified, 
notwithstanding that former tentmates 
pointed at different spots. One tent had 
all occupants in attendance at the 
Reunion - that of Koning, Kridelbaugh, 
Omundson, and Peyton. 
It was very nostalgic re-visiting our 
old campsite meadow, still beautiful in 
its setting. The grass was thick and green 
with occasional wild flowers poking up. 
the spring-fed brook still meandered its 
way down through the meadow to join up 
with icy-cold Brush Creek where we took 
occasional, very quick baths 40 years ago. 
After our picnic, it was tempting to 
stay at the meadow the rest of the day; 
but time came once again, almost 40 
years to the day, to say good-bye. Perhaps 
we'll do it again, maybe in five years. Got 
to find Leon's old fishing pole. 
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"With beauty 
before me, 
May I walk 
With beauty behind 
me, 
May I walk 
With beauty above 
me, 
May I walk 
With beauty below 
me, 
May I walk 
With beauty all 
around me, 
May I walk 
Wandering on a 
trail of beauty, 
Lively, I walk." 
-Navajo Indians 
